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Dear Readers,
For me, this year has been nothing short of hectic. From holding multiple lead-

wade through. I hope you, the reader, are as elated, amazed, and blissed out by
the pieces in this magazine as I am.

Josh Brandon
Dear readers,
As my last semester at Otterbein draws to a close, I have found myself becoming particularly sentimental. While I’ve been reminiscing on many of my
greatest experiences of the last four years, it’s dawned on me that almost all
of these have involved Quiz & Quill in one way or another. From attending

-

Jess Campbell
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the nature of birth
Fadumo Abdulle

When I had given birth to you
to deliver something so big that
ten thousand beads of sweat,
producing in that season ripe mangoes

business women with Xaawo Taako.
I travelled through time always expecting you,
each day slowly
with my belly protruding,
slide past the pointy tip of a sword
and roll underneath the hooves of stallions.
settle at the bottom of the Indian Ocean
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Your tiny body and your tiny
now feel heavy and foreign.
And as you grew bigger and bigger,
your greatness overwhelmed me, and
I became doubtful of how worthy of you
I was.
confusion and chaos and I forced
you to abandon me.
viewing the world from a higher angle
than I could ever put you on.
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on deadlines

Amelia Christmas Gramling
birth. Or, what’s more true, perhaps, is that every essay I write, inadvertently
or not, slips into the space of the womb. I’m writing neither to conception nor
the marvel of replicating cells, myopic patterns, of ancient maps and mazes

-

never heard or felt or can, even now, conceive).
place I didn’t necessarily authorize, and one I don’t pretend to understand. I’m
let’s tell a story we know better than the heart’s.
fusing with similar conductive impulses. And together we mimic the sun spots
and glass cut rivers of creation I am death destroyer of worlds.
light. We catch and release glimpses of one another somewhere in the hum the
he’s fallen fast asleep, too much to risk.
nalize myself outside of this want, this cyclical internal alarm system, this pendulum that sometimes swings softer, barely audible, but never stops. And yet,
here on this page I continue turning the possibility over and over in my mind,
A History and Poetics of the Essay, “In its directness and
wrote, ‘the spectacle of a single consciousness’ confronting the chaos of cultur-

instructed us,

What makes us human? After he
-
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seemed to me viable (if not revelatory) for all of ten seconds, but then a blue
what, then,
is the nest?
-

essential? At what point did this haven of
single consciousness become a spectacle, become a luxury, something momentary and novel?

the design. When a death is suffered, the Pueblo don’t bury the body but they

shelter that will weather the ages, that will provide shade from the sun.

NY Times best seller list was eviscerated by 50 Shades of Grey, I am wondering
another product of ancient and irrelevant impulses we have as a culture outas life vest, the essay as nourishment, the essay as home. Is it the ideal literary
form because it mimics necessity best?
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-

people hurry too much. We are too regimented, overscheduled, simultaneously
overstimulated and inactive. I agreed at the time but not without an uneasy shift

personal advancement and success propelling my words out from my pores and
to catalyze pressure, to stimulate that pendulum insisting make make make.
is teaching an environmental poetry class this semester, and eventually our conpastimes, unhinge their collective shrugs?

I watched a climate change documentary recently called Denial or Dysphoria

us, watching and not, including herself and the impression, the holding place
that two degrees Celsius increase in the earth’s internal body temperature will

ghosts of stars dying billions of light years from this moment, run on a lag,
noses, belly buttons, armpits, anywhere but at the sentence written across every

It’s already too late.
the persona I embody in class, calls for action tirelessly, holds up the face of
willful blindness, inertia, and demands that her reader carve pollination crisis,
deforestation, and extinction
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version of myself from the one who spends hours on end with her sheets over
and preservation tactics to a generation of this species whose survival instincts
salvation, lingering genetic memory.
It’s only been in recent tellings of human expansion that many of our
years ago gigantic herbivorous birds were still scaling the winds, still foresting
hunting patterns and the rapid effects of climate change rendered these creawith ecological anachronisms, one of dwindling museums of living fossils.
According to
some, many or all of the parts they co-evolved with. Plants produce specialized
seeds and fruits for animals that are no longer around to … transport them,

as antithetical, an act of creation which would only mean someone’s someday
What does it mean for a species headed for extinction to still yearn to
leave behind a record, a map to water and compassion, blueprints for a life not
better, not more than the one my father and mother were able to salvage, but
Kenyon Review
rary essayists throw their two cents in on whether the parameters of the term
essay can stretch to include whatever it
unreachable by human eye, ear, or whisper. In addition to sending information
-

to the stars,

the matter of its intended recipient, and it seems to me that the hypo-
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under its breath. With nothing but moon, stars, pale shoulders to light the uncourse.
and the record played only if there are advanced space-faring civilizations in

turning over and over in my hands? Which pressure compels me forward to tap
out these words, what Western wind?

reinscribes all previous translations of the word blue. Our hypothetical Shiba Inu
would have plenty of space to roll, dirty up his coat in the valleys of dust. Or

Only love is this foolish.
I can’t say whether the essay as a form is ideal to this century. I am still

-
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myself what we never really needed to survive, but have created anyway. What
was the purpose of etching impressions of mountain peaks into water jugs?
in a bottle, which personas do I hope endure? Yesterday I missed a lunch date

the coherence

Q&q
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Monologue for emmajo
Chelsea Craine

I bet you never cut through someone’s stomach with your eyes closed never
I’m still blind.
Peanut and my sister mother smiling with her
Fingernails
Pressed up against my plastic bubble
Popping someday my plastic I’ll be popping it
Nurse, if you try to turn me one more time …

I’m sure you’ve seen it, at least

I met you
Once
And drown out the silence
Within my bubble.

If you whisper in my ear, I will gladly run away.
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Siphoned

Gretchen Heisler
“…for books are not absolutely dead things, but do contain a potency of life in them
to be as active as that soul was whose progeny they are; nay, they do preserve as in a vial the
—

more than a slight numbness in his limbs occasionally, but the days had turned
the end of his story and thus, the end of his life.

his mother right now, she would still insist he spend his last hours in a hospi-

brought up his future.

out what his drawings were after he made them, so what was the point?
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now, and she pulled them over to the side of the road, turned the car off, and

car up again to continue their drive home. When his mother spent the better
day.

that she’d shown them yesterday. “You see, class, a long time ago when people

-

ble.

“No, no one died putting those words on the screen. At least, no one died
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because they wrote a lot of different words all at once.
what they wanted to put down in letters was more important than living. It’s

You don’t need to worry about that, though. You probably won’t ever meet

it was to hear stories the way they were originally told because we could record

the class drew to retell the story.
the story.
-

lecture had only increased Nathan’s fascination with writing. Years later, in high
school, he would get to see some of the pictures of famous writers, hear their
tragic stories.
longed for the right to read the real words these writers had composed, but his

able answers, almost as if to drive home the point. “You pay attention in my

-
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had aspired solely to go into business, voicing memos for corporations, but
the recordings of stories by the greats, professional voicers’ different interpreAusten and so many others, friends who argued with him about the worth of
those recordings.

who could tell us for sure. All we have are these pictures and a bunch of guess-

-

paper.
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choice, and Isaac was the only one to support Nathan when Nathan dropped
out at the end of sophomore year.

class all of sophomore year, but there was something in the way he told his
tales, crafted his sentences, changed his cadence, that reached a part of listeners
one of his recordings could be found in every household in the country. People

-

so the two could sit side by side on the screen, he opened up his sidebar of
previously drawn symbols. All the letters of the alphabet, symbols he had
drudged the deepest pits of his memory and the Internet to locate, were sitting
the proper order to form the words he wanted.

worth it: the scouring of illegal sites for information about letters, the enrollment in an online reader’s class under a false name to regain his literacy after so
this to himself ?
ments for each letter into him long ago, allowing him to watch the words form
grew labored.
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sion forms to see: the medieval woodcarvings of brilliant scholars who thought

modern authors, withered down to emaciated shells after the siphoning had

breathe than it already was, and in those few short, endless moments, Nathan
came to regret everything he had ever done or felt that had led him here.
With his last exhale, Nathan experienced the rapid reliving of his life so
many artists and storytellers had depicted. Yet his did not chart the whole
course of his existence, only up to one memory of nine months ago.
-

“ … and I think it’s just despicable!
“Couldn’t agree with you more, Chuck
“Thanks
for weighing in. If you’re just joining us, we’re discussing the newest scandal to come out of
Readers Corp, the largest employer of readers in the country, who are now suggesting the
creation of what they refer to as Reader Recordings, also called Audiobooks by some. These
may sound pretty innocuous, folks, but actually what they’re proposing is to set readers down
with a manuscript, an actual written text, and have them read it aloud, word for word, while
it’s recorded. This would then be mass-marketed to the public so that any Tom, Dick, or
Harry could listen to it at home, at school. A true travesty. We’ve got a call from Louisa
“Well, Ron, I just can’t get over how disrespectful it is to the writers. These men and
women gave up their lives to set these texts down, with the knowledge that they would be
memory by throwing their words around like they mean nothing, like they’re something any
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“You’re absolutely right, Louisa! This is nothing more than a money grab by Readers
Corp, and I’m frankly disgusted by it. Not to mention the number of voicers and artists that
will be out of a job when Readers Corp decides they’re no longer needed to interpret these
texts. Thanks for calling, Louisa. We’ve got Esther from Middletown on the line. Esther,
“I’m afraid I’m going to have to disagree with your other listeners, Ron. As a former
reader, I think these words need to be spread around as much as possible, and everyone
deserves the chance to have them. You underestimate the utter beauty of these works. Writing
is not just for the privileged. I, for one, fully endorse what Readers Corp is doing. We should

“I seriously doubt that I am. I can tell you from reading those books that the writers
felt exactly that way. I think if one of them had just had the forethought to put it down

is

“Esther, you make me laugh, I’ll give you that. I think what you’re not considering here
Nathan shut the radio off, but the words of that woman reader remained

he’d drawn for his newest story into new symbols, symbols that formed words.
When he reached home, he stepped out of his car and rushed inside to turn on
-

Q&q
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The holler
Josh Brandon

earth touched by the hands of gods
decays under the claws of
this land so loved by
and belonging to
the indigenous people before us
is sauntered on, and
scarred, and
scorched
by these white men in machines.

avalanche silences the day,
while at night
A child slumbers
in his hollow home, but
crushing trees,
crushing house,
crushing bones.
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Floodwater spills into hollow streets

of the residents in the hollows,
and reduces their lives to political agendas.
And then there are those
meant to use these resources handed
unsobered,
by the silent population
dwelling in the mountain hollers.
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Revival

Sarah Carnes
I held the warmth
And it absorbed

Of holding,
Of being used
And the veins protruded
something
About how I wished lotion
Could smooth fractures
something
About listening
And crying every single time
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something
About the memory of a ghost

something
About the way he wrapped
Warm arms around me

With me
Against mine]
It was time to set the cup down
Is when everything
Spilled.

SPRING MAG 2015 | 27

spring bursting
Erica Costilla
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guided by fire
Katherine Gregor

“I think I was enchanted
I read that Foreign Lady-

“Voices that did comfort me
are furthest from my sanity
and come from places I have never seen
But even in my darkest recollections

-

understood. I hope they did.
not ready to hear my tongue disturb the syllables that had slept for so long in
something about them was unpronounceable, not because the words were

Are friends delight or sorrow

-

to capture it exactly as it was, or at least, as it seemed to me. No matter what
and still I felt intensely. I hesitate to say I thought of her as a friend, but that is
because she was something better.

***
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would have it that friends, no matter who they were or what they did or didn’t

children are taught to recognize it when it’s outright malice, but not when it

instructed everyone else there to shun me after her parents made her let me
would

even now that almost a decade has passed, now that I am an adult, a woman,
but you will never ever

***
haired woman eyeing the camera confrontationally, her dirty bare feet resting
Boys for Pele
started to get that distinctly twelve-year-old instinct, where you may not be abthey’re being under-the-table about it. It was my secret, and somehow that
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made it even more comforting. After I ran the gauntlet of the school day that
Alice in

Wonderland

Woman’s Encyclopedia of Myths and Secrets would have been as forbidden
as Boys for Pele at the time (as was anything, perhaps rightfully, that condoned

-

Only we understood each other’s power.

***
When I was thirteen, a year after my friend told me I would never, ever be
-

were not exactly easy, but they were within my reach, especially if I stretched
latter much more.

-
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remember insisting this is important

I listened to it so many times that eventually it didn’t even play right any-

-

ship with a dead poet, it could only truly help in the world of my daydreams.
ed, even, in her voice and her posture. In my childish solitude, hidden in the
beled, I was going to need nothing less than this full-color photo of a charging

of both loss and relief. “For those of you who lost their way, murdered on the interstate,
I distinctly remember whispercursed out loud.

***
Neuroscience tells us that cursing in one’s native language activates not the
word-processing centers of the brain but the amygdala, the most primitive genprofane and impolite are connected, by inherent or assigned meaning, with fear,
rage, pain, lust. I’m an animal,
You’re an animal too.

***
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A wounded deer leaps highest

“The

Boys for Pele while drawing on the
imagery of pre-patriarchal myth, and in doing so hoped to tap into the steadfast, passionate, explosive side of her femininity after years of feeling impotent

and the third had thrown the switch on my controlled burn. It was happening
slowly, as heat and brightness swallow the land, but it was happening.

***

made them ready for publication, but they changed a lot of things, and they de-

though. I could still hear the voices from middle school, laughing at my scribthey change my indelible words, and more importantly, was the long-distance
Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson from the library, reasonably afraid to even open it. On the title page was a
Emily’s world. A world of safety, a world of beauty. A
woman’s world. A world created by a goddess. Not perfect, by any means, but
concealing behind its physicality one of history’s most perfect mental refuges.
more of a person than I may allow her to be in my mind at times. All three of
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too.

***
-

years after I found her (her upright stance and piercing upward gaze and white
lost in thought, only her voice in ecstatic motion. Tell all the truth but tell it slant—

***

***
pantheon of heroines: here again were the volcanoes (Moses I know/that you
), here were the fragile
sparrows (The engine hums a sparrow’s phrase/for those who cannot hear the words), here

Q&q
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Perennials

Amelia Christmas Gramling
If you do it fast.
and my eyes
says
when I was a boy
when the wind carried my schooner to clear across that inlet
when your nineteen year old mother was blessing the feathers of her African
parrot
with confederate dirt
two hundred miles south of my sleeping heart, murmuring her name.
One day, he says
these stars I harnessed as homing devices
will expand and swallow me
I might burn from the outside in.

if the tips of my toes rise with the rain,
he says
the perennials are on their way.
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i wonder what would work
Daniel Kushnir

moonlight?

seen her pass by four times. I suppose I hoped that she would see me read-

that. I’ve always wanted that.
I did the right thing today. I watched her as she left her apartment through the
little peephole in my door. I carefully followed to see where she would go. I was
shop. It was a cheap one, but it was still a coffee shop. I sat in the booth behind
hers, so she wouldn’t see. I listened to her slurps and thought that maybe if I

poetry about her and I’m going to see her in a train seat next to me on
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memory forever. Well, until I die. And I’ll die in her arms, because we will have
-

cles, but natural ones. I can imagine her wearing one of my shirts and nothing

-

didn’t do much else. I stayed home today. I didn’t want to seem too needy. I was
-

I still love her though. I forgive her. I left my apartment at the same time as

ing I let her go.

-
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-

a song out of it and sing it to her on a beach one summer in our twilight years.
she would.
nerves were much worse than mine. I tried to explain my feelings for her. I

I loved her and that I wanted to see her hips sway in front of me in a hotel in
Paris and that I wanted to see her dancing with me along to music only she and
out of the elevator together, facing each other. With tears in her eyes, I expect-

-

myself and that they hope I have a nice day. I told them the same. I reminisce. I
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four and a half days of isolation in her room. I prepare myself for Friday
and stays late. I made sure she did not see me. I didn’t want her to run off and
and I was watching from the shadow of a pawnshop sign two buildings down.

it. It’s an old bed and it’s not exactly in my apartment, but this place is abandoned and no one seems to mind that I put a bed here, or that I use it some-

remove the tape yet.

she was no longer there.
It was some time before I was able to move past her, the love of my life.
so I suppose it let me move on. I hate that I’m this vulnerable. I hate that any
beautiful and intelligent woman can do this to me. I wish I wasn’t that soft, but
soft and nubile face. I longed for a lasting romance. I had the heart of a poet,
me. I smile to myself and wonder if I could stop falling in love. I sometimes

Q&q
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The caverns
Jess Campbell
I could tell

Into dimly lit, frost covered tunnels
A stranger rubbed them to create warmth
And not something more
It ended at the water,
I wondered if the warm lavender light shining from underneath
Was real

I still believe I could step in, gently,
Callous of my
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Pick a daisy
Lillian Mills
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To the waiter who thinks
my boyfriend is a girl
Lydia Crannell
but need to.
infecting my heart:
because all I ever feel when I confront these words is
anger.

You are either
blind or a

No, this icy death glare is not an accident.

I can feel myself losing him
a waiting hand empty and cold.
I can feel his smile fade
he’s erasing his dimples.
because this is the sixth time this month
and
it’s not fair.
It’s not fair
mad.
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afraid that the world will never see the
light.
And I want to tell him
You are a man
mind & soul.
You are a man no matter the arrows that
spring from their lips.
I want to tell him
You are man but
You are also so much
more.
You are the sun when it sets
red
orange
You are the song
the bird will never
forget how to
sing.

so that one day
you’ll believe me.
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You will always be remembered.

unable to put pen to page.
but
with words I can’t say out loud.
and
I shouldn’t have to.
You are a man.
You are my man.
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The circle around the bed
Kate M Carey

Cast of Characters

ous mismatched dining room and folding chairs sit outside the bedroom in a
half-circle. Off to the far side, a beat-up folding table holds a coffee urn, cups,
a plastic bowl with sweetener and sugar, an open can of powdered creamer,

(At rise: Lights up. Four men and women move into the room. SARAH sits close to the bed
that is hidden in the corner of the stage. Once seated, a mumbled prayer begins.)

(A beat. Spot moves to SARAH. She speaks.)
(Disgusted.)
v

’
readily agreed to enter the program. We sat there and reassured them (and
ourselves) that this was the right time for this choice. (Angry.)
lamb led to slaughter has as much choice. (A beat. Spotlight still on SARAH.) I
It’s what a daughter does. (A beat. Spotlight on SARAH.)
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-

(BETH in bed. SARAH at her side. Spots on each of them.)
(Tired, but lightly, relieved.)

(Spot off of SARAH. A beat. Spotlight moves to BETH, who sits beside SARAH.)
(With conviction.) I’m glad to be home. I am ready to die. I want to sit
tired of all that. (Her voice becomes frail, older.) I’m tired.
thing?

(Concerned. She reaches out as if to move her mom.) Can I get you some-

(Continues as if SARAH didn’t speak.)
heart. I am tired of breathing treatments. I am tired of an appointment with

(Stands with her hands on a chair back as if at a lectern.)
turns to BETH.)

(SARAH sits and

(SARAH adjusts her pillows and BETH scoots up in the bed.)
from horses and
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(Takes BETH’s hand and hold it, talks to her.) You have done a lot, too,
cars and houses then. (BETH smiles, remembering with pride.)
(BETH chuckles and nods.) And remember when that photo
(BETH smiles. SARAH continues, proud, lov-

ing.)

garden, spices from the Amish store.
(Reminiscing.) Yes, and in the spring we always went to the greenhouse to
(Happy.)
one crazy mixed-up tree.

(Laughing.) You called it

yellow ones?

to the beach.

(Laughing.)

and my career.
(Light laugh.)
will sleep a little. Can you sit here a while longer?

(A beat.)
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(Stage goes dark. Beat. Spotlight on SARAH sitting on the edge of the sofa. She gets up
and faces the audience.)

her calls? (Beat. SARAH walks back to the chairs. She addresses the audience.) What

of mourners. SARAH continues, now angry.)

(A beat. Lights up to show the circle

in my head. It’s a digital wasteland.
(SARAH looks around the stage. Moves around a bit. She stares a beat at the bed. She
looks back to the audience and moves center stage.)

(A beat.)

baby girl. (A beat.)
through her lips. (A beat.)

(SARAH stands and walks toward front, center stage.)

Q&q
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INST

Jennifer Hall
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Little noticings
Lillian Mills

Woman’s waiting.
It is beautiful.
From the stumps of trees cut down that have

Found in the veins protruding from your arms,
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Somewhere the sea deepens
Amelia Christmas Gramling

below Amelia’s plane (still yellow heart beaten)

below bent thumb, warhead, vertebrae
below submarine
salty, rusted
oil spill or
below this, even
a life line, a life time of in between
never breaching the surface
of never scraping the bottom
every thousand meters, or ten-to-a-hundred
leagues
orbits
returns
around a sun he doesn’t see
until it’s by the belly feel the breeze
search lights

more than himself
to come up for air
dream deep
ache
of
alone
we used to have a word for this, but three hundred years ago or so,
a sailor
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a siren
a stowaway
went searching for the edge everything washes over
and lost it
to sea
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Captive

Claire Winslow
“Animals in captivity do not usually have the natural behaviors needed

Please do not tap on the glass.
Please do not tap on the glass, it disturbs the animals.
Please do not tap on the glass, I am trying to sleep.
Please do not tap on the glass, for the glass might break and I will, on principle, be obligated
to run.
for conservation, the saving of species, centers of study, priceless opportunities
“Animals must be provided with an environment in which they can

living conditions of the animals in their facilities. In order to be accredited by
wild are left to their own devices.
Please do not tap on the glass.

and exhibit enclosures must include provisions for the behavioral
3

Please do not disturb.

3

National Geographic News

Ibid.

SPRING MAG 2015 | 53

munication among all involved parties, plans for a variety of emergencies and contingencies that may arise, and timely execution of the
Please keep your arms and legs inside the cage at all times.

love no one. Imagine, the freedom of being alone. Or rather of choosing to be.
Nothing to gain, but also nothing to lose.
Throw me a treat and watch me dance.
breeding programs, with the end goal for most of these programs being the

“was discovered on snow-covered ground in the bamboo forests of

Please watch your step.
Please don’t let me fall.

through which food magically appears, a chance to sleep all day, and a sheet of
glass to hold your insides together.
In case of emergency break glass.
“All animals must be housed in enclosures and in appropriate groupings which meet their physical, psychological, and social needs …
National Geographic News
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Please let me be alone.
before, when you never chose to build your future, when you could turn

“Captive animals could potentially have poor health due to … stress
during the release process, and captivity may result in the inadver-

Please do not break the glass.
as vehicle collisions and deliberate shootings. Captive-born carnivores
Please, I beg of you, do not leave me alone.
competition or disease or starvation, shelter, love. And then the cage opens.
the days in which to imagine a future, a future without fear. And you thought
you could depend on it. And now you are free. Pushed from your cage, and
towards the never-always-ending horizon, surrounded by nothing but space,
Please do not tap on the glass.
Please do not tap on the glass.
Please do not tap on the glass, for the glass may break and I will, on principle, be obligated to
run.

Q&q
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With the front door in sight
Josh Brandon

I am lullabied on a bed of sediment.
as if stars fell and crawled under my
aching body. I snore in harmony
coo me from their miniature graves.
I toss in tune with the rumble
turn clouds that rain dirty tears on
my corpse.
I dream in color.
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FLorence

Claudia Owusu

windows, and even that is not enough. I turn over to distance myself from the
bath. It always did. “Morning,
place on the mat and stagger hopelessly to plop down on the bed beside her.
Florence.

***

***

-

***
deem the shower curtains yellow. I deem the tiles yellow, and I deem the apron
-
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for school

far away from the pool of pee that now perfumes her bedroom.

***
hot. Chocolate children gather under the large tree growing proudly in the

***
of overripe apples, and I do not understand. I don’t understand anything. I cry.

***

life right under that gigantic motherly tree.

around, chanting that I will be haunted for stealing the tree’s children.
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***

her one scar that lines her arm. Our shirts match …

***
-

Florence is crying. Florence is crying. Florence is crying. No. Florence is
Florence should stop crying.

Crying does not look good on Florence.
cry. I cry tears similar to hers.

***

brown soldiers at school.

Silent tears, I hope.

-
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Florence. I love Florence.

***

***

Florence sings me lullabies.

***

***
***
I sleep. I sleep. I sleep. I sleep. I sleep. Sleep tastes like honey.

***

***
Florence is outside. Florence is standing next to a cab, and the cab is
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***
-

***
***

***

Florence. Why do you cry?
Florence, why do you lie?
Florence, who are you?
Florence.

Q&q
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Fairytale

Adriann Ricketts
does not breathe air.

does not read the false words of security and comfort.

is a dragon.
And that is what she has raised.
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Things I’d Like to Say
to the Person That Keeps
Leaving Toothpaste in Our Sink
Jordan Abbruzzese

stay with Crystal, a family friend. I went with her, eager for something to do.

sation concluded with Crystal telling me that her niece had also been diagnosed
with severe schizophrenia, which the doctors were connecting to her gluten
soon as I had internet access, I searched as in depth as I could on relationships
and studies that I read had connected being gluten intolerant to schizophrenia.
I don’t understand the rationale of this, but apparently, that’s science.

***

3.

toothpaste

***
A series of conversations between my peers and myself:
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there to be any misplaced remnants on the sides of the brush. None of the
toothpaste can be around the top, the sides, or the cap of the toothpaste tube

***
strands of inner voices at once that warn or scold me while I am sitting in class,

help breathing without realizing that I’m breathing, dressing without feeling the
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***
ie-goers while practically sprinting to the farthest seat possible from the screen.
shot by someone behind me. It has always been an irrational fear of mine. I
hardening and chilling while imagining the hypothetical potential danger hap-

of my trust to:

I feel that it is a safe bet, unless this employee had a bad morning at home
or suddenly develops sociopathic tendencies during The Hunger Games

***
When I was in high school, my friends would put their gum-wrappers in
a pencil, and notice a silver bit of foil that I did not remember putting in my
nails, and then upon identifying it, would begin to cry and hysterically throw the

-
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was chewing gum. I would tighten my mouth, curling my lips under my teeth,
and hold my breath while leaning in for the hug, not breathing again until I was
a couple of feet away from her at least.

***
sometimes disappointed because you have to pay for your results. I will never

I have thought about seeing a therapist, or a counselor. I am also afraid
that telling a stranger that I sometimes consider not going to class because I am
worried about a school shooting or I am sometimes not able to go to the grocery
-

***
I have told my mother that I might be on the path to serious mental chaos.
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-

would laugh, embarrassed. I have always been nervous, a hypochondriac, even.
Identifying myself as a hypochondriac counts as a symptom for hypochondria,
right?
-ed
and a privileged life, so why do I feel so unsettled and sad? I should focus more
on spending time with my family that has given me so much because something

***
What can you do when your thoughts control you? You can evaporate the
words and send them elsewhere. I sometimes create the image of an alienated
planet of thoughts forgotten or wished away in my head. It sort of resemSpace Jam
thoughts and fears there, isolating them, destroying them. It’s a mechanism that
came from. And they do.

***

Q&q
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flowers
Jennifer Hall
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Ann Arbor Cemetery
Chelsea Craine

For the picture frame of faces
A box of tissues,
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The young pear tree
Jess Campbell
Now I breathe.

Now I coil against beating tide.
Now I fatten, heavy with sleep.
Now I lay about with commodity.
Now I close my eyes.
Air full of sweetness.
Air heavy with birth.
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the only thing worse than leaving
Jordan Nelson

is the same except that you can’t be a part of it anymore because you aren’t
the same and you can never be a part of it again because you will never be
anymore because you aren’t the same and it isn’t the same and then you will

breath but you don’t say anything because he is what passes as a friend now
which is what happens when you spend all day cooped up in a poorly lit room
with one other person in between your time at home which is spent eating
or before going to sleep all alone in a small apartment in some big city that you
-

you can’t have those things and then you pull the blinds because it’s best not to
that tastes worse than you feel but that gets less noticeable every sip and with

Q&q
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The shepherdess
Fadumo Abdulle

In robes of clothes that
In a royal room’s grand windows.
And behind them, a foot or

If I had left a minute or
And the shepherdess was in fact
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quiet village
Erica Costilla

SPRING MAG 2015 | 73

on perfectionism
Katherine Gregor

“I used to think I wrote because there was something I wanted to say. Then I thought, ‘I will
continue to write because I have not yet said what I wanted to say’; but I know now I continue

I’m trying.
unbelievable.
probably more, you will be able to read that the word essay comes from an old

Yet suppose I were to exert nothing. Only enough to actually put words
completely natural process. A goal to try seems a very low bar, yet here I am
trying to subtly crawl beneath it: try and let go.

***
It’s harder than it sounds.
I am part of the standardized test generation whose every success and
letter themes. Our college-educated futures were planned from birth and either
furthered or imperiled by everything we did. For us, the opposite of try has always been fail

***
If it can’t be perfect, I don’t want to do it.
If it can’t be perfect, I don’t want to do it.
If it can’t be perfect, I don’t want to
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If it can’t be perfect, I don’t want
If it can’t be perfect, I don’t
If it can’t be perfect, I
If it can’t be perfect
it can’t be perfect
it can’t be
can’t be

***
arranged

thoughts
shape in the brain and in need only of expansion. It would be, I planned, a
sprawling eighteen-page monstrosity exploring persona, truth, and identity, and
guage itself. I got six pages in and couldn’t go any further. I wasn’t saying what
If it isn’t dazzling, am I wasting my time?

***

never praised you? If I’d never told you that you were intelligent?
No. It wasn’t praise or high expectations, it was you’re so talented, there is absolutely no reason you should be failing.
I’m trying.
If you were trying, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.
I’ll try harder.
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you?

if it’s

not perfect, I don’t want them to see it.

***

trapped by it, and I run away from it. It is less any formal rule that suffocates

tempt as a scientist or a natural philosopher might, with weights and measures
and years of research surrounding my esteemed hypothesis.
When I write I am less of a philosopher and more of a magpie, collecting
things that catch my attention and trying to arrange them into a structure I

humanity.

***

***
Don’t Let Me Be Lonely as “many
accumulating realities, all with their polyvalence, the little invisible lines going in
-

76 | QUIZ&quilL

tightly woven enough to hold the newly born and dreaming.

***

I care as much if not more about how a piece of writing feels than about what
it’s saying.

***
-

twenty times. I am barely writing, I am more deciding. I am trying
trying
trying
to forgive myself.

Q&q
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Twilight
Lillian Laura

Our voices would lose themselves.

Imagine birds steadily whispering sweet nothings.
Oh, how I long to feel your warm breath in my ear.

Why do we act so fearful of the welcoming temptation of the night?

Full of desire, the forest always moves.
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